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inspired cawein’s 
poem, "here is the place 
where loveliness keeps 








It's not every Saturday a guy turns thirty-eight. 
This was special so the little woman was roaming 
about at ten for a change, hustling up my break- 
fast. 

“Happy birthday, old man.” She planted a kiss 
on my stubble. “Why not celebrate with a shave?" 

There was a package tucked under the plate of 
soggy hotcakes. “Something for you to do today 
besides the housework," she gibbered. "I’m going 
down to Antoine's and have my hair done, then 
down to Mother’s for a minute." 

I tore off the ribbon and tissue. There was an 
album of Percy Faith Strings called Bouquet with 
a gorgeous redhead on the cover fingering some 
daisies. 

“Darling, our song is there,” the little woman 
cooed over my shoulder. "Remember?" She be- 
gan humming something I couldn't follow. Before 
I had a chance to answer, she was out the door 
with the car keys, leaving me stranded with my 
redhead. 

Our song? I didn’t know we had one. Maybe I'd 
remember. I plunked the disc on our combination 
and it started spinning. Out came Intermezzo and 
a lot of violins. It brought back a flood of memo- 
ries but somehow the little wofnan didn't figure in. 

All of a sudden I could see a tall, lanky blonde 
with a far-off look in her eyes. What was her name 
any ay— Jane, Maty,- Alice? 

She lived in a large old house in a run down 
part of town. HMp||her was a frosty- . a: d 
widow with a trusting P>ile and bull 1 unny 
how you rememlfeWilfgs like that. 

We were going steady-me and Jane or Mary or 
Alice-only I was seeing a few dollies on die side 
when the culture-talk got too much. 

Sie modelled in clay, too, and one day while 
her mother was at Ladies’ Aid, she asked me to 
pose. It took a little coaxing. I wasn't a pushover 
then. But after we locked front and back doors, 
I peeled to the waist and flexed my muscles. This 
realty got her. Next thing I recall, we were in her 
bedroom and it was her turn to peel. 

She was all shook up afterwards, afraid her 
mcTier might find out, so I tucked in rny shirt, 
lacsd up my shoes and left. 

S leak w-when you speak love . . . Was that 
oin sory Hell, when did the little woman ever 
spe ( low She was always shouting one thing 
or . nother. 

' ;en 1 got to thinking of this one gal who tried 
to keep things on the q.t. Her husband was a 
Maiine sergeant on Guadalcanal. He’d beerj gone 
a hell of a long time. I guess I was irresistiblle that 


night we danced together at the USO, because she 
arranged to meet me later at the hotel bar for a 
nightcap. After a few, we wandered out to the 
graveyard, only things didn't materialize. A prowl 
car gave us the headlights. 

Next USO dance she whispered something in 
my ear about the folks being gone for the week- 
end. I didn’t need an engraved invitation. 

It was some layout: liquor all over the place 
and a swimming pool in the backyard. 

About midnight we took a dip in the raw and 
were having a game of tag when we heard the 
crunch of gravel under car wheels. Before I could 
grab my things and run, the Marines had landed. 
How he ever got there from Guadalcanal that 
exact moment beats hell out of me. And that's 
about what he did! Speak low? God, next time it 
wouldn’t be a whisper. 

Laura-she's the face in the misty light . . . 

When I tried to conjure up a vision of the little 
woman with that, all I got for my pains was the 
fright she gave me this morning-her hair in jumbo 
curlers and face all greased up like a runaway pig. 
To think I had romance on my mind and she 
turned me down like she was Marilyn Monroe. By 
God, she did need her beauty sleep. 

Then I got to thinking about the little peaches- 
and-cream I met on a dark bus once. We were 
headed for a possum hunt. The preacher sat just 
ahead, but that didn’t stop us from playing games 
in the dark. 

While the others followed the hound dogs, we 
headed further south. As I helped her over a log, 
my foot caught on a stray limb. Down we went. 
One thing led to another and, before long, I knew 
all about this Southern hospitality. Right in the 
thick of it all, the hound dogs came bounding and 
barking in our direction. Wouldn’t you know it, 
the possum was in the tree directly above, hang- 
ing by his tail. 

The next one was Beyond The Sea and hit me 
like a tidal wave. It had to be Our Song, but then, 
it only made me feel I wanted to be that far away 
from the little woman. This thought started me 
to longing for my little Babysan in Yokosuka. 

She was no Jayne Mansfield, hardly any chichi 
at all, but a neatly-wrapped package just the 
same. The little woman sure could take lessons 
from this one. 

Hideko could have had a chief or gold braid 
even, but she chose me. Wasn’t the yen I spent on 
her either. I remember how I took off my size 
elevens before entering those sliding portals, how 
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COFFEE, 

TEA 

OR 

RITA? 


If you’ve flown overseas recently, the girl in 
these pictures might possibly look familiar. She’s 
Rita Jackson, a sky-high hostess on one of the 
world’s biggest air carriers. No matter which 
country Rita flies to, she can feel at home since she 
speaks English, Spanish, Greek, Italian, German 
and Swedish. And if necessary, she can even 
summon up a bit of Russian. Needless to say, 
Rita is closely inspected by customs officials. 






Rita isn’t in any hurry to find a husband 
—she's having too much fun. And any man 
who’d like to keep up with this agile 
beauty on the ground had better be well- 
versed in every outdoor activity from 
skiing to spelunking. Rita likes her men 
to live exciting lives; she says she goes 
especially for jet pilots and racing drivers. 

Obviously her main activity, as 
guaranteed by the Constitution, 
is the pursuit of happiness. 







Rita’s been praised by 
aeronautical engineers who 
have noted her sound 
structure, careful workman- 
skip and interesting design. 
She’s sleek and she’s 
streamlined— and easy to 
maintain if you happen to 
be the kind of outdoorsy 
and interesting person Rita 
goes for. Anyone for tennis? 


1001 

NIGHTS 
OF A 
HOTEL 
KEEPER 


It may mean bed and board— but never bored 


BY GEORGE BLESSING 


hotel business as a manager of 
some of the better hotels in New 
York, Chicago, San Francisco and 
New Orleans, I have this to say 

get into it. And you’ll be a lot, 
crazier by the time you get out of 
it. If you make a business of peo- 
ple’s bedtime habits, you’ve got to 
expect a perpetual schedule of 
sleepless nights. And there is no ac- 
tivity in the world that can com- 
pare with what goes on behind 
hotel walls. What else could you 
expect in a house full of bedrooms? 

If you want a thumbnail descrip- 
tion of a hotel manager’s job— he’s 
a combination madam, towelboy 
and ambassador without portfolio. 
He lives by the rules: “Keep the 
guests happy. Keep the hotel clean 
(in reputation). Keep your eyes 
open. Keep your mouth shut.” 

Part of the reason the. sexy side 
of. the hotel guest’s nature is so 
prominent is the fact that he's away 
from home, for one thing. Then, 
when he turns in, there’s only him- 
self and a bed. Doing setting-up 
exercises is not the pastime which 



Now, everybody is on to this. 
The guest, of course, is on the make. 
The hustlers descend upon the hotel 
rooms like a bunch of busy bees 
out to make their special brand of 
honey. The hotel manager is some- 
where in between. It may sound 
like fun but let me tell you— it is no 
place for a man in his right mind 
to be. But as I said, this is the 
wrong business for anyone with 
the right mind. 

Take conventions, for instance. 
This is what most hotel guests look 
forward to. To a hotel manager the 
prospect of a convention is like 
passing out gin on a Hopi Indian 
Reservation. If all the convention 
stories were strung end to end, 

you’d have more strung ends 

I will give you an example. This 
one happened in 1949, in Chicago. 
Early on the second night of a big 
convention which is the night things 
get rolling, a public relations man 
for a big corporation came up to 

You can always distinguish a 
PR man in a hotel because he’s con- 
stantly winking, like he has a nerv- 
ous tic. This is to let everyone know 
he’s got something hot and confiden- 


tial going on. This, of course, is 
what he arranges with the poor be- 
labored hotel manager. Our PR 
man set up the usual, in this in- 
stance an attractive babe to occupy 
a room for special visits by hiB com- 
pany’s preferred customers. He 
double-talked me fast, gave me the 
room number and slipped me two 
big bills. If I didn’t accept them, 
we’d lose the occupancy of a big 
corporation. That’s the choice you 
get. 

The routine calls for the PR man 
to send the guys selected for the 
grand treatment to yours truly. 
From me, they would receive the 
room number and a personally 
guided tour. And the condition of 
these birds during a convention 
needs guiding. 

Toward the wee hours of a very 
active night, during which time I 
felt like a traffic cop on Hollywood 
and Vine, I was approached by this 
PR man. He looked puzzled and up- 
set. The babe he had nestled in the 
“special service room,” he says, 
had just walked out in a huff. "No- 
body came to see her,” he com- 
plained, “and she was a knockout!” 

“Nobody—” I moaned, “are you 




kidding? I must have steered sixty 
guys to Room 605.” 

“Room 605!” the PR man gasps. 
“I said Room 506!” 

It seems the female occupant of 
605 welcomed the company with no 
complaints to the management. I 
shrugged it all off. After all, the 
hotel had one very satisfied cus- 

Of course you can't top sex as an 
international pastime, but there are 
all kinds of nuts attracted to hotels. 
There was this Iberian oilman who 
made his first important deal in a 
hotel in San Francisco, where I was 
back in 1943. Here the oilman had 
raised the original capital he re- 
quired and set up a very successful 
company. He remained a constant 
visitor to the States, and the hotel. 


just to sign a contract in this hotel! 

But to get back to sex (which 
would almost seem to be the reason 
that people come to hotels), let me 
tell you another convention story. 

As I said, a big job of the hotel 
manager is to keep the hotel clear 
of girls who, on their own hook, set 
up professional operations. This 
can result in serious trouble and 
bad publicity for any hotel. It gets 
to be one helluva job because some 
of the dolls use considerable imagi- 
nation. There’s a lot at stake for 
them if they break the barrier and 
get into a first-class hotel during the 
convention activity. They hit periods 
where they can earn as much as 
$1000 a day. So they are willing, 
as the saying goes, to go to any ends 
to become hotel residents. 


gan to notice how, during conven- 
tion time, they seemed to have a lot 
of visitors. All males. I engaged 
one of the young women in conver- 
sation in the lobby one afternoon, 
just casually commenting about her 
having a lot of company, being 
busy and all that. With a perfectly 
straight face, she said, “Wherever 
there’s a lot of drinking and dissi- 
pating we always have a lot of con- 

To tell you the truth, that sound- 
ed kind of hollow to me. Also, al- 
though the “Sisters” didn’t wear 
any makeup and they dressed in 
big blousey clothes (out of their 
rooms, that is), there was that cer- 
tain look about them. Very warm, 
you might say, and not the type to 
be sprouting wings. So I stopped 








sweet quy 

I T had been COLD, that time in Greenville, and a 
thin sleety rain was falling. The sidewalk was like 
ice under his hands as he crouched there in the dark- 


And as Henry walked out of the office, he overheard 
the editor say, "What a sweet guyl He never knocks 

Henry parked his car, crossed the street, and started 
up the courthouse steps. He was feeling good again. 
People liked him. He had a way of writing that was 
funny and folksy and yet very professional. People 
read his daily column, Good Looking, and they chuck* 
led a little and said, "What a sweet guy! He never 





















Against the somber grey skies, 
black sand and harsh 
rocks of California’s primitive 
coastline, he places 
the smooth, tawny flesh and 
gold-white hair 
of a beautiful woman. 
,, Her tranquil 

beauty calms and softens this 
wild scene of desolation. 








“Thank you very much. It’s almost impossible to find a 
doctor who'll make house calls these days . . 
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B* JAMES COLLIER 


6th Stmeuer: THE BEGINNINGS OF THE NOVEL 






















bordeaux is that superb french > 


whose many varieties range in 
color from a robust red to the soft 
red-amber of kothy's hair, 
bordeaux is a heady stimulant and 
the perfect companion 
for picnics, parties-for-two, inti- 
mate candlelight dinners and 
midnight rendezvous. Kathy seems 
to have been well-named. 
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GYP NIGHT CU 


"A lot of night clubs have to take the suckers or 
the clubs couldn't survive,” one night club owner 
told me frankly. “In this business you can net $5,000 
a week or lose it just as easily. It's an expensive busi- 
ness. Big name bands and the kind of talent that 
draws spending customers will work only for thou- 
sands of dollars a week and often, a percentage of 
the gross. A couple of slow months and a night club 
owner might as well blow his brains out. A few ex- 
pensive, posh places can operate on the level, but 
most of them have to fall back on entertainers who 
sit with the customers and make them spend money.” 

One of my best sources on how gyp night clubs take 
the suckers turned out to be a bespectacled man I 
first saw in the reception room of a theatrical booking 
agent in the Palace Theatre Building on Broadway. I 
was speaking with the agent about show business 
when this fellow suddenly poked his head through the 
open door to say he could wait no longer and would 
be back the next day. When I reached the sidewalk 
in front of the Palace Theatre the man who had no 
time was waiting for me. 

"Pardon me,” he began, speaking through the side 
of his mouth. (There was something about the way he 
approached me which reminded me of a Paris degen- 
erate hawking “feelthy peechures” to American tour- 
ists.) "I overheard your conversation with the agent 
on show business and night clubs. If you really want 
to know what goes on, my wife can give you the low- 
down. She's an exotic dancer in night clubs and she 

He mentioned her name and the club where she 
worked, both of which are well known. 

"Why would she tell me things that would hurt her 
business? If she's looking for publicity she can get it, 
but afterwards no night club will book her.” 

"Publicity for her is what we're after,” he said 
frankly, “but not in this story. I figure if we give you 
a good story now, the next time you do a show busi- 


ness piece you'll run her name througout it all.” 

"Exotic dancer" is a euphemism for a stripper 
who goes as far as the law permits to excite and 
entertain her audience. For some reason the laws of 
most big cities prohibit stripping but allow "exotic 
dancing,” which is a much more lascivious art. 

The man steered me to one of those small hotels 
on side streets off Broadway frequented by people 
in show business. We went up in a dingy elevator 
badly in need of painting. The corridors were in the 
same state. I had wanted to suggest that we announce 
our arrival from the lobby, for it was about noon, and 
night club performers like to sleep late. But I de- 
cided to let him run the show. He opened the door 
to his room without even knocking. 

The woman— I judged her to be young from the 
clear outlines of her form— was silhouetted against 
a window. For a moment I thought she was completely 
naked, but when my eyes became accustomed to the 
sunlight I saw that she wore a pair of thin, transparent 
nylon panties. I could understand paying to see her 
bump and grind. 

I expected a startled cry of phony modesty. But 
she simply said, “Oh, hello. Excuse my appearance. 
I just came out of the shower," and continued comb- 
ing her hair, as if she always received strangers in 
transparent nylon panties. Which might have been 
the case. There was a quality of natural calm about 
her which eliminated any salacious element in the 
scene. Exhibiting her body to a salivating public was 
simply her way of making a living. 

She and her husband motioned me to the one com- 
fortable seat in the room— a wing chair, stained black 
at the top from constant contact with greasy kid stuff. 

"I told him," he said to his wife, after introducing 
me, "that you could tell him what's behind night club 
glamour and what performers have to do to get 
bookings.” 

"Most night clubs— not only those in New 


York 


by william blaise 


LOBS TAKE YOU 


—are just gyp joints," she said. “They're in business 
to take the suckers, and do they take them! Female 
entertainers have to double as B-girls if they want 
work. It's as simple as that.” 

People who go looking for entertainment in New 
York’s night spots are very likely to find joints that 
will take them with a vengeance, the girl told me. 
Hundreds of thousands visit clubs which range from 
high-toned mink ranches to expensive cellar dives 
which serve booze manufactured that morning and 
poured out of name brand bottles. The racket is not 
limited to the big town; it exists in Chicago, New 
Orleans, St. Louis and every big city in the country. 

Gyp places come in several categories. There are 
those which "only” utilize entertainers to beguile cus- 
tomers into buying an extra drink. Others do every- 
thing but turn you upside down to get the last dime 
out of your pockets. The hole-in-the-wall dives gen- 
erally depend on taxi drivers to bring in the hicks. 
The drivers get a fifteen per cent cut on what the joint 
takes off the sucker. Everyone agrees that the joints 
are on the level with their mobile shills. Some cabbies 
double their earnings at the expense of foot-loose 
men and stag parties “on the town.” 

I had been to one of these dives just the night 
before to see if such places were still active, since I 
had heard that the rawest of them were closed by 
police. About midnight I walked out of a midtown 
hotel to a cab parked at the curb. 

“Isn’t there a good night club in town?” I asked. 
“Some place with a little life to it?” 

“I know just what you mean,” said the driver. 
"Hop in." 

He drove me to Greenwich Village and stopped in 
front of a beanery. 

“It’s upstairs," he said. “A real hot place. You 
gotta be introduced to get in." 

He brought me into a small, dimly lit, smoke-filled 
room crowded with well-dressed men. There were 


eight girls there too— all in evening gowns. I saw two 
groups of obvious visiting firemen; the others were 
stragglers who had been steered to the place by taxi 
drivers. After a casual introduction (the management 
had to know who was entitled to the cut for steering 
me there) the driver left. I was ushered to a wall table 
and no sooner had I sat down than an attractive girl 
with a big expanse of bosom slipped onto the up- 
holstered niche beside me, took my arm affectionately 
and looked deeply and suggestively into my eyes. Her 
knee, under cover of the table cloth, pressed warmly 
against mine. 

"Will you buy me a drink?" she purred. 

"Sure,” I agreed, “if you're drinking beer. And 
how much is beer in this place?" 

I don't think anyone ever asked her a question 
like that. She looked appealingly towards the maitre 
d' and he came over immediately. 

"Could I see a menu?” I said. 

The menu he handed me was a wine list. In one 
corner was a list of sandwiches which could be 
ordered in exchange for one's total estate. Prices for 
liquor surpassed those at the Colony Club and "21” 
and prices at these excellent places are nothing to 
sneeze at. Scotch was $1.75 a drink served in one- 
ounce ponies with phony bottoms so the customer 
thought he was getting a big glass. “Twenty-year-old" 
whiskey was $2.50 a shot. 

"Those are stiff prices,” I said. 

"We got a lot of expenses,” replied the maitre d' 
pugnaciously in a voice which said that if I give him 
trouble he would give me a lot more. “You get enter- 
tainment— and entertainers are expensive.” 

"Count me out," I said. 

“That will be a $3.50 cover charge,” he snarled. 

I introduced myself and suggested, “Why don't 
you sit down and talk with me." 

“I don't know anything," he said, becoming more 
friendly. “Forget the cover.” ( Continued on page 64) 




STAR AMONG STARS 




Adele will often invite a young man up to the observatory to point out to him the 
numerous craters on the moon—regiomontanus , nasireddin, mare tranquUlitatis, 
flammarion, tycho and many more. His thoughts, however, are more earthbound. 



Adele Anderson's idea of an exciting night 
is to go up to her rooftop observatory, 
mount her 255X reflector telescope on its 
tripod and star-gaze until dawn. Adele is 
an amateur astronomer. Her interests are, 
literally, the most far-out imaginable: 
planets, galaxies, constellations, nebu- 
lae, star designations. She measures stel- 
lar distances in light-years, checking by 
using trigonometry and cepheid variables. 





As Steffan reached the corner of 34th Street and Broadway, he unslung the 
" carbine ,ronl his shoulder, pushed off the safety, and pulled bach the bolt. 
Then, dropping to his knees, he peered around the corner of Macy's Department 
Store. Suddenly he slapped the butt of the carbine up against his shoulder and 
sighted down the barrel. His finger curled about the trigger deftly, then relaxed 
as he looked up. It was a young girl. Steffan stared at her, puzzled. □ As the girl 
approached the corner, Steffan could see that her head was lowered and she was 
murmuring to a small brown object held cradled in her arms. It looked like a dog. 
Steffan lowered the carbine. She could be no more than twenty-two, he thought. 
Her features were small and delicate, and her hair, wild and unkempt, was a 
light sand color. Steffan’s eyes narrowed as he appraised her. □ The girl had 
almost reached the corner. Steffan ducked back and pressed himself against the 
wall. Listening to her murmuring approach, he fingered the carbine impatiently 
and waited tor her to turn the corner. She walked past without seeing him. For a 
moment he watched her as she walked slowly down 34th Street, then his jaw 
tightened and he leaped atter her. In three strides he caught her and spun her 
around. The girl did not cry out or struggle, but only stared at him vacantly. 
Steffan pushed her back against the broken windowframe. The girl fell defenseless 
to the glass-littered sidewalk, and looked up questioningly as if wondering why 
he had hurt her. Steffan stared at her for several moments in disbelief. The girl 
looked insane. □ "Come here," he finally ordered. □ The girl continued to gaze at 
him hopefully. □ "You heard me!” he cried desperately. "Come here!" D She slid 
back against the wall then, her eyes hurt, as those of a small animal that has 
been beaten. Steffan stared at her for a moment longer, then shaking his head, ; 
raised his hands to his eyes. □ "Oh my God." □ A few moments later, placing ! 
his hands under the girl's shoulder, he lifted her to her feet. □ "Where do you 
come from?" he asked, his hands still resting on her shoulders. □ She continued ; 

to stare at him vacantly. □ "Where is your home or (Continued on next page) i 
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THE 36th FLOOR (Continued from page 56) 


Nearing the first floor, Steffan stopped 
suddenly and pressed himself against the 
wall of the stairwell. People were in the 
lobby. He could hear them, like rats, 
scampering across the floor. Creeping 
down the remaining stairs, Steffan reached 
the door to the lobby, pushed it open 
cautiously, and peered out. Rooting and 
ripping through the cushions of the lobby 
chairs were a pair of red-eyed, apparently 
half-mad scavengers. In their search for 
food or treasure, they seemed oblivious to 
Steffan as he pushed through the door 
to the lobby and crossed to the kitchen. 
As he had expected, the kitchen was a 
shambles and, on further investigation, 
appeared to be as nude as Mother Hub- 
bard’s cupboard. Steffan crossed the 
kitchen, pushed open the wide doors at 
the rear, and stepped into the alley behind 
the hotel. 

Striding through the alley, Steffan 
pounded and shoved at each of the locked 
doors at the rear of the buildings, but none 
would yield. Then, remembering the fire 
axe he had passed on the way out, he 
returned to the kitchen. He had just lifted 
the axe from its hooks on the wall of the 
kitchen when he heard a sound behind 
him. He froze. The axe dropped to the 
floor with a clatter as Steffan wheeled and 
whipped the carbine to his shoulder. 

On the other side of the kitchen, his- 
face red and half-crazed with fear and 
hunger, stood one of the scavengers Stef- 
fan had seen in the lobby. A carving knife 
was gripped tightly in his hand. 

For a moment, neither moved. Finally 
Steffan spoke: “Go away.” 

The man did not move. His eyes were 
transfixed on the carbine. Steffan slowly 
pushed off the safety. 

“Go away, or I’ll kill you,” Steffan 
warned. 

Still the man did not move. Then, his 
vacant stare held by the carbine, he began 
to advance. 

“Stand where you are or I’ll shoot!” 
Steffan cried. The man was only a few feet 
away now. “Stop!” Steffan shouted in final 
warning. Then he pulled the trigger. 

With a scream the man spun around 
and dropped heavily to the floor. For a 
moment or two Steffan watched his body 
twitch . . . then it was still. Turning away, 
he shuffled back to the entrance of the 
kitchen, his eyes avoiding the limp body 
as he passed. Carelessly pushing open the 
door to the lobby, he walked out of the 
kitchen. As he reached the lobby, he 
could observe that the other scavenger 
either had not heard the shot, or did not 
care, for he was still rooting unsuccess- 
fully through the cushions. Steffan stared 
at him for several minutes with mounting 
revulsion. Finally, vhe turned away for a 
moment, then unslung the carbine and 
raised it to his shoulder. 


The man’s back was to him as Steffan 
sighted along the barrel. Steffan paused 
for a moment, then shrugged, and shot 
him. Like a sprung bow, the man jerked 
once and pitched forward onto the ripped 
cushions. Without looking back at him, 
Steffan lowered the carbine limply and 
walked toward the stairs. 

A half hour later he knocked on the 
door of the apartment. No one answered. 
“It’s me!” he called. 

The door swung open immediately. Be- 
fore he could take a step inward, Shirlee 
had thrown herself into his arms, crying. 

“What’s the matter?” he demanded, 
gripping the carbine. 

“Nothing,” she whimpered. “I was 
afraid.” 

Steffan relaxed. Then, smiling at her, 
he pulled her to him and caressed her 
hair. “Were you standing behind the door 
all this time?” he asked. 

She nodded. “I unbolted the door when 
I heard you coming . . . but then I wasn’t 
sure, so I kept still.” 

Turning, Steffan closed and bolted the 
door. “Hear anyone?” he asked. 

She shook her head. “Did you see any- 
one?” 

“No.” 

“You were away so long.” 

“It’s a long way down.” 

“Were you able to get any food?” 

“No. I couldn’t find anything left . . . 
of value. I’ll have to go back later.” 

She turned away. 

“Hungry?” he asked. 

“No . . .” 

Steffan stared at her for a moment, then, 
turning, he flung the carbine on the bed 
and paced across the room to the window. 
Shirlee’s eyes followed him, as he stood 
before the open window, looking out. Then 
she crossed the room, wrapped her arms 
about him, stood on tiptoe, and kissed 
him. 

“Steffan . . . ?” 

He grunted. 

“Let’s go to bed.” 

Steffan stared across the river as his chin 
rested on the cushiony warmth of her hair 
. . . and he nodded. 

While Steffan undressed, she gingerly 
raised the carbine from the bed, leaned it 
against the wall, and slipped into the bed. 
A few moments later Steffan raised the 
covers and slid in beside her. For several 
minutes he stared at the ceiling as he 
lay on his back next to her. Then suddenly 
he turned to her, clutched her nude 
shoulders roughly, and pulled her over 
to him. 

More than two hours later, Steffan could 
still feel the warmth of Shirlee’s body as 
she lay beside him, sleeping. Unable to 
sleep, Steffan rested on his back, stared 
at the ceiling . . . and listened. 

Gradually he began to hear them, many 


floors below. They were working their way 
up. He hoped she would not hear them. 

It had to come, he thought. 

He turned to Shirlee, sleeping like a 
curled kitten, her hands between her legs. 
Her face, in sleep, had the look of a small 
child. 

An hour later, almost dozing off, Steffan 
was suddenly awakened by the sound of 
a crash on the floor below. Shirlee sprang 
up in the bed, holding the sheet before her. 

“What was that?” she cried. 

“Nothing,” Steffan assured her. “Just 
the wind ... I was downstairs while you 
were asleep, and I left one of the French 
windows open. I guess the wind must have 
slammed it against the wall.” 

“Are you sure that’s what it was?” 

“Yes . . . I’m sure,” he answered, putting 
his arm about her. 

“What were you doing downstairs?” she 
asked. 

“Well, I heard the wind, and I thought 
it might be blowing some of the smoke 
away, that the sky might be clearing, so 
I went down on the floor below to take a 
look.” 

“Is it?” she asked, slipping back under 
the sheet. 

“Yes,” Steffan replied, pushing himself 
from the bed and crossing to the window. 
“Come and look.” 

“All right,” she said, pushing the covers 
aside. “Where are my panties?” 

“Under the pillow, I think. Don’t bother 
about them— just come and look. The 
smoke is clearing. I can see the sky. I can 
see the stars again.” Steffan peered out 
the window . . . and could see only the 
flames. 

Slipping out of the bed, Shirlee padded 
in her bare feet across the room and stood 
in front of him. Steffan gazed at her. 

“Where are the stars?” Shirlee asked, 
staring out the open window. 

“There,” Steffan replied, pointing. He 
backed away so she could see more clearly. 
As she continued to peer through the win- 
dow, he slowly stepped backward until 
he felt his legs touch the bed. Then, lean- 
ing down, he picked up the carbine, stood, 
and silently pulled back the bolt. 

“Where?” Shirlee asked impatiently. 
“I can’t even see the sky.” 

“. . . Keep looking,” he replied. 

He raised the carbine heavily and 
sighted it on the back of her head. Then, 
curling his finger about the trigger, he 
stared at her slender shoulders, her flaw- 
less back, her curving hips, her tapering 
legs. His eyes clouded . . . and he pulled 
the trigger. 

When he heard the crack of the bullet, 
he closed his eyes and turned. Crossing to 
the chair beside the bed, he pushed off 
the dress and underclothing, lifted the 
chair, and set it in the middle of the room, 
facing the door. He picked up four extra 
clips of ammunition. Then he sat down to 
wait. end 
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A JUNKIE’S 
CONFESSION 

i * /V CE A JUNKIE ' always a i ur,kie " 

V This is not the hopeless cry 
of a narcotics officer bewailing an in- 
crease in drug addiction among his 
bizarre clientele of hipsters and 
hoods. The saying is, instead, the 
fervent belief of the increasing num- 
ber of boating enthusiasts who swear 
that the Chinese sailing junk is the 

thing from an afternoon spin around 
the harbor to a trans-Pacific jaunt. 
The junk, they claim, will do every- 
thing you want it to-except sail fast 
—more smoothly and efficiently than 
any other sailing craft afloat today. 

I agree. I became a junkie just 

self, a transplanted New Yorker, sud- 
denly earning a living in Hong Kong. 
Others, many others, have of 

became addicted. There are a few 
junkies currently floating around the 
gray-blue waters of San Francisco 
Bay giving the boat watchers hanging 



off their balconies at Sausalito some- 
thing to ooh and ah about. In snooty 
Long Island Sound there are also one 
or two junks afloat, plowing through 
the racing hordes of Snipes and Stars 
with a haughty disdain for speed, 
aimed unerringly for the nearest 
yacht club cocktail party. 

In Hong Kong, the addiction rate 
is understandably quite high. Junks 
are native to the locale, and a goodly 
portion of the community's three mil- 
lion Chinese live on sampans which 
are essentially mastless junks. In 
sampan communities like Aberdeen, 
tens of thousands of Chinese families 
are born, raised, married and finally 
die aboard boats, rarely touching 
dry land with their feet the whole 


A long-time addict, who’s got the habit and won’t kick i 
the tea in China, tells why he feels it’s the fad of the 
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“Hooray! Superwoman!” 



LOVE HER ALONE : ELIMINATE THE MIDDLEMAN/CURTIS CASEW1T 


I had a warm stout with the warm, stout English lass named Maud. In 



mademoiselles. His big brown eyes were full of hunger for a girl! How he 
needed sex! But sex didn't need Lieutenant Temple. 

By the time we'd reached Poissy, near Paris, his eyes were hollow from 
so much gaping. He badly needed help. 

Our outfit Had now become the CCD (D for Division), complete with 
a lieutenant colonel as CO, invisible ink experts and female civilians. We 
letter-openers were quartered in a regular castle. It used to (turn page) 










Kary Williams comes 
from the wild and 
hitherto forgotten 
region of Virginia’s 
nether Blue Ridge. 
Kathy’s folks have been 
farming the same land 
since Washington’s day, 
yet their little spread 
is as modern as could 
be. Mr. William’s 
method of transforming 
useless grain sugars 
into high-grade alcohol 
has been a tremendous 
boon to the aircraft 
industry, as the boys 
at the nearby Grumman 


| plant can testify. Kary 
I is key girl in the firm. 












his heart pound. Just a few more minutes 
was all he needed. 

Nothing’s gone, Ralph. You can’t take 
away the things I loved. They’re all inside 
of me somewhere. Like babies. They are 
my unborn babies. Remember the pear 
tree? What we did under it? The spring 
blossoms? It isn’t gone. I can reach out 
and touch it. You loved it as I did. 

“What little we’ve ever had . . .” 

Don’t say that, Ralph. 

“Anything we’ve ever had,” he amended, 
“has been because of you, Bunny.” They 
passed the brightly lighted refinery and 
he turned sharply to his left into Overland 
Avenue. Just ahead was the mountain, and 
Scenic Drive, which they had known so 
well since she was seventeen. Now the road 
began to wind upward. 

“You’re what’s kept me going at all, 
even if it’s always been failure. But that 
part isn’t your fault.” 

No. 

“I’m dirty and need a shave. Bunny. 
And my clothes . . . You’ll forgive? It’s 
always been forgive, hasn’t it, Bunny?” 

They stopped on the crest and parked 
against the guard rail, near the ten-cent 
telescopes. 

“Any pain. Bunny?” 

Goodness, not now. 

“I’m glad.” He stepped out on the gravel 


Junkie 9 s Confession ( Continued 

xected much of the Western community too. 

The average American or Britisher com- 
ing to work in Hong Kong spends about 
six months revelling in the exotic beauty 
and fascinating night life of this bursting 
metropolis. He gets his share of tailormade 
suits, buys up enough bargain basement 
camera equipment to keep the LIFE 
Magazine staff in business for forty years 
and outfits his pad with just about the 
same amount of wonderfully-low-priced 
tape recording and hi-fi equipment which 
John Glenn used in America’s first orbit 
of the earth. 

Then suddenly the walls begin to close 
in. There are only so many Cheongsam- 
clad Chinese girls to sleep with in Wanchai 
and a man must be a fool, or superhuman, 
to try them all— or even a respectable 
percentage. You can only crowd so many 
decibels out of your hi-fi set and shoot 
only so many rolls of film with your new 
cameras. Suddenly you begin to realize 
that you’ve eaten in the same restaurants 
and got drunk with the same faces for an 
extraordinarily long time. Worst of all, 
there’s nothing but Red China to the 
north, south, east and west of you— and 
Uncle Sam says “Naughty boy” and takes 
away your passport if you try to go there. 
(The Reds say “Naughty boy” and put 
you in jail for the rest of your life if 
you visit, anyway, so there’s no percentage 
in this at all.) 

This is when one usually becomes a 


and walked around the car to her window. 
He stood there a moment looking down at 
the lights of the City. One other car was 
parked twenty yards away and the kids 
in it were staring. He knew they were 
looking at Barbara; they always looked at 
Barbara. Now, especially, they could not 
help themselves. The nosey bastards. 

And so that this fierce pride he always 
had in her could not now be nullified by 
any alien thought— such as the tragic ruin 
he had made of her life, which he loved 
far more than his own— he hastily per- 
formed the first step in the Agreement. 

From his inside coat pocket he took a 
deck of cards and ripped it open. He 
stepped to the rail and flung them high 
in a vicious arc. They fluttered with a 
hopelessness that they had always brought 
him, and tumbled earthward with disturb- 
ing mockery against the lights of the City. 
Then they disappeared. 

When he got back in the car he drew 
her to him with infinite care, and turned 
her face to his. He kissed her on the lips, 
touched her dark tousled hair for a brief 
moment, then with great difficulty and 
without scorn or disdain for her lifelong 
superstition, he performed the second step 
in the Agreement. The kids in the other 
car whispered and giggled in smug con- 
spiracy at what they saw and heard. 


from page 62) 

junkie, for an increasing number of Amer- 
icans and Britishers find that building 
and sailing a Chinese junk around the 
297 crowded and interesting islands which 
make up the Hong Kong complex is an 
economical, comfortable and fun-filled way 
to wile away weekends and vacations. 
Loaded up with a good supply of martinis 
and a picnic lunch for eating on a deserted 
island beach, the Chinese junk can easily 
make one an addict for life— as it has 
done to me. 

My junk is a sleek, honey-colored craft 
called the Brunonia. (I’m a graduate of 
Brown University and am afraid I have 
a touch of the old Ivy League tie painted 
clear through me.) This name is painted 
boldly across her fantail along with the 
Chinese characters which most closely 
sound like Brunonia. They read “Pleasant 
Dragon”— so you can take your pick as to 
the craft’s real name. I’ll stick to the Ivy 
League handle; after all a bit of snobbism 
goes a very long way in a place like Hong 
Kong. 

She’s a comfortable thirty-one feet in 
length, carries a mainmast and a foremast 
with a full set of ox-blood dipped, bamboo- 
battened cotton sails. One of her nicest 
features is a cabin almost big enough to 
throw a tea dance in— eight feet by ten 
feet— and high enough so that almost any- 
one can stand upright in it without the 
painful head-cracking which so many 
western boatsmen take simply as a matter 


A short while later, he backed up the 
car and headed down the grade from 
whence he had come. 

“Anything for the press, lieutenant?” 

“Hello, Henry. Christ. Be a week getting 
that thing up out of there.” The winded 
policeman leaned against the fender of 
the patrol car, his blue shirt black with 
sweat. 

A dozen curious spectators stood silently 
at a gaping hole in the guard rail, their 
faces swept with hypnotic cadence by 
flashing emergency lights. 

The officer hawked noisily and spat on 
the pavement, then retched a little. “Jesus, 
what a climb. Crazy bastard must’ve been 
doin’ fifty. On this curve.” 

“Nothing else?” 

“This one’s got everything, Henry. Guy 
and a woman. She’s naked as a nail. Not 
a stitch on her. Good looking, too. Middle- 
aged, sort of. The car was stolen yesterday 
afternoon, late. Both of ’em are busted up 
like firewood. She didn’t bleed a drop. All 
his . . .” 

The cop signalled a yellow truck and 
pointed to the guard rail. “Dead before 
she hit.” 

“How do you know? Oh, no blood.” 

“Blood, hell. There’s a tag on her big 
toe from the morgue at St. Margaret’s 
Hospital.” end 


of course, a mere avocational hazard. 

A fully-enclosed head is yet another 
feature of the craft— and most unjunk-like. 
True Chinese tradition calls for you merely 
to cut a hole in the fantail overhang on 
which one sits and from which one pollutes 
the waters below. A sail past the after 
ends of a moored group of true Chinese 
junks often produces a wonderful view of 
a number of Chinese after ends. But I soon 
discovered that weekend dates much pre- 
ferred the modesty and privacy of an en- 
closed head and thus modern plumbing 
came aboard. 

Power for the craft comes from a husky, 
forty-horsepower Evinrude which I’ve in- 
stalled in a well aft of the cockpit. Sober 
second thought today convinces me I would 
have saved fuel bills in the long run by 
investing in a marine diesel— but outside 
of its gas guzzling propensity the Evinrude 
performs magnificently, pushing the Bru- 
nonia along at ten knots. She can do eight 
under sail which is fast indeed for a junk, 
the extra speed due to the slight Westerniz- 
ing we built into the otherwise flat and 
blunt junk hull lines. 

Most important, the total tab to have her 
built from keel up— including every nickel 
of costs (launching charges, the price of 
the engine, a year’s insurance, even the 
fee for a marine underwriter to inspect her 
seaworthiness)— was less than $2200! You 
can barely buy a skiff and an outboard 
for that in the U. S. today. Economy is one 
very real element that makes a junkie a 
junkie. 
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